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ORIGINAL POETRY. dearest, "tis faintly yet beautifully pencilled || well she loved you—and from my heart I 


° =e —calm, serene, holy. Adelia, I am happy | pitied her, for I knew that hers was break- 
Rimes Teton Sam: ; now, for 1 know that to-morrow you wil] a The response I will not now repeat!” 
seen re ee ccrtsastes 3.9. | be my own, my worshipped wife.” | »“ But she knew ere then that you were 
oy GRE: @ %. Dalene, | [sprang from my seat in utter astonish-| my affianced.” 
Oh! hark, fellow-youth! to the voice that is calling | ent : “Is it possible, Hartland,” I ex-| i That knowledge rendered you no less 
Thy feet from the ways of thine own wicked heart; Claimed, “that you can speak to me upon/ criminal in trifling with her affections after 
That warns of the Pit, where 'mid horrors appalling, |a subject to which you know full well lam) you had studied to win them.” 
The last ray of Hope shall for ever depart ! totally averse! And are you so debased| “Speak of that no more,” said he stern- 
Oh ! turn from the sight of the eyes that beguile thee |23 t0 seek a union with one whose affec-|ly. A servant entered at that moment, and 
With youth’s vapid cheer, that bat lures to destroy; tions you have not—whose consent you can-| handed meanote. A malicious smile play- 
No more let the guilt of pollution defile thee, jnot gain 1”? ed upon Hartland’s lip as he glanced at it. 
Nor rob thee of God ane perennial joy ! |  Adelia, you did love me—you consent-| He rose to leave the room, but pausing a 
Oh f turn, fellow-youth ! ere the judgment shail greet |Cd to be mine—willingly, ay, happily—you moment at the door, he said : 
thee. j|have sworn to be, and you shall !”” * Adieu, sweet bride—the morning sun 
Mid Hell’s dread convulsion—’mid Earth’s dying | “« Never—never !—while I have reason.”| will smile upon our wedded love.” 
throe , | “Hush! Oh Adelia, you are changed, Fora moment the billet was held uncon- 
Oh, turn! lest Jehovah in anger shall meet thee, and what has wrought it?” | sciously in my hand. His last words sank 
And hurl thee to dungeons of darkness and wo! =| «VW our neglect and meditated deception.” deep into my soul. Never until that mo- 
Oh! turn, fellow-youth! while salvation is beam- | “ Mine ? . ment had I felt that the fatal hour was so 
ing “ Ay, Hartland, you deceived me, cruel-| near. “ To-morrow will seal my fate,” I 
2 eae no te Sve Stasam|17s, Wicked. Iti true Loved you ones said in agony. 1 opened the note ant 
’ ing but you slighted me—you scorned the rich- glanced rapidly over ante sor > Alt 
To wash thee from sin, and thy spiritto save! est and the purest offering I could make— Mey ery oe ange cae cuenal oan 
ithe tenderest, earliest affection of a young ten miles of you for the night. I very much regret 
ORIGINAL TALES, ‘and trusting heart. And when I learned test comnet one poe this evening, a I had ante 
The Heiress. how deeply * how devotedly y ou loved an-) 9 seek pony tna bn with ine before your mertiage. 
other, yet still wished to retain me as the | It would unfit us both for the solemn rites. I shall 
Continued, plaything of an idle hour, oh I despised you) be in the pene oe Lae yer ony when ——— ny al 
On, tho | yee theme Lage minal forgets, from my soul. But for that knowledge I, “as ee 
As the sun-flower turns on his god when he sets, | might have remained indifferent towards’ Your affectionate Mother.” 


The same look that he turned when he rose. | you—now I loathe you from the very bot-- What was my consternation when I read 
Moore. |/tom of my heart. Andcan youeven wish that! I had hoped to see my mother—to 

Heavity and slow moved the foot of time. to be wedded to me, when I tell you that) pour cut my feelings into her sympathetic 

I counted the days and hours which must) your very presence is hateful to me ? Scorn) bosom—that when she knew all, she would 
expire ere I could hope to hear again from) it, Hartland, if you have the dignity of a|jat least defer my marriage until I could es- 
\y beloved. : > ° man.” | cape from the snares spread out*for me.— 
The dim shadows of twilight were thick- He sprung from his seat with the fierce-/ My last hope was blasted—my last resouree 
ening around me, and the bland breeze of ness of a demon, clenched his hands and cut off. I wept in my agony of soul, and 
suminer whispered among the long rich stamped upon the floor. | the burning tears coursed rapidly down my 
vines that shaded the window where I sat,) “Say you that I love another ?—and pallid cheeks. What could I do?—how 
with my head leaning upon my hand.—}who told you ?—has the green sybil been! could I escape from the doom that hung 
Thoughts of the past came thronging upon|| your confidant? She has watched me injover me? The blackness of despair came 
my troubled mind. It was a dark picture.| all my wanderings till she has become even) gloomily upon my heart—rayless and chill- 
I closed my eyes, and pressed my hand to|as my shadow.” jing blackness—and the last gleam of hope 
their humid lids, as if to shut it out. I) “Nay, with such I hold not converse—/died within my breast, I paced my cham- 
thought of Lockwood—his gentle mother but think you that the fairy dell cannot re-| ber almost frenziedly, and more than onc 
—his fair sisters—and was again happy.’ peat confessions of love—vows of eternal the idea of self-destruction entered my minc, 
From my brief dream of bliss I was aroused |constancy and faith, when it has heard so'/but my hand was mercifully withheld fron 
by the entrance of Hartland. Drawing a) many ?” dealing the fatal blow. God forgive the 
chair close to mine, he sat down. His air The countenance of Hartland changed|man who can thus pour torture upon « 
was calm and collected—his manner kind | suddenly from the flush of angerto the pale- fragile heart, until, to escape from the mis- 
and affectionate, and there was an expres- ness of conscious guilt. He stood abashed.’ ery of life, the sufferer is tempted to throw 
sion of tenderness in his features which 1) My last words seemed to have revealed the life itselfaway! I stood before the portrait 
had not seen them wear for a long time.— hidden feelings of his inmost soul. Trem-| of my father, and as I gazed intently upon 
He took my hand in his. I looked at him |ulously and low he spoke : his noble features they seemed animated 
with astonishment. “ And where were you ?” with life, and he looked pityingly upon his 
“A beautiful evening is this, beloved.|  Near—nearer than you thought. I wretched child. Reclining ona seni near, 

\ sweet picture of our wedded life! Look, heard the gentle, weeping Emily tell how'l fixed an earnest look upon his counte 
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nance, as if it were my last. One hour|jness and joy—but with them came a gleam }) 
passed away—stll Isat in the same dear) of hope. aw | 
spot, wrapt in the drapery of my own) calm. My resolution was taken, and I in- 
thoughts. voked the spirit of my departed parent to 

« The altar is prepared—the priest wait-| inspire me with that firmness which had 
eth at the gate—why lingers the sacrifice!” ) marked his bright career. . 

I started as that well-known voice sa-| ‘Tine seemed to pass witha leaden wing, 
luted my ear. The miserable Vituria stood) as 1 sat with my watch before me, marking 
by my side. the sluggish movement of the hands. The 

“# Old woman,” said I sternly, “ why this, house was as silent as the grave—not a 
intrusion? Cannot even ine solitude of) footstep was heard throughout the halls. | 
my own chamber secure me from your un-! rose from my seat and moved silently to the 
welcome presence !”” _ window, which was still open. ‘The sky, 

“ Hush!” said the gipsey, laying her) erewhile so beautiful, was curtamed with 
thin finger upon her lips. “ Hush, or you! dense clouds. No living nor moving thing 
will be overheard. 1 have come from one) was discernible, and the whole universe 
whose name I may not speak. It is writ-) seemed wrapt in the stillness of death. I 
ten upon your own heart—read it there. 1 turned from the window, and selecting from 
cometosave! Stealthily have lentered— my wardrobe a few of the most valuable ar- 
stealthily must I return—but the shrine) ticles, I packed them in my trunk, which I 
shall be robbed of its victim! the sacrifice let down to the ground by a strong cord, and 
shall be snatched from the garlanded altar!” when it rested firmly, I dropped the cord 

“ Speak, Vituria—I forgive your intru-| gently on the grass, and closed the w indow. 
sion, for I believe that you wish my weal. In a moment | was enveloped in my cloak 
What would you say ?” and hood, and having secured my jewels 

“ The snare is spread for the unwary and purse, I stole softly from the chamber. 
bird, and the gin of the hunter is on the) With a firm hand [ turned the key in the 
track of the doe.” lock, and drew it out—then with echoless 

“ Vituria, if you have aught to commu-. steps I descended to the hall, and unbarring 
nicate that concerns me, be quick. Your the street door, in a moment I was free.— 
presence here will be known. Delay not, Almost breathless, [ fiew from street to 
I pray you.” street, until I had passed far beyond the con- 

“Child—I know thy heart. It hath fines of the village. Dimly before me rose 
poured its treasured love upon one who wil]| a humble ruin—a dilapidated cottage, over- 
notslight it. Ob, may’st thou never know) grown with weeds and tangled shrubbery, 
the agony of unrequited love! Hell hath and shaded by old waving trees, whose 
no torment to match it! Here! here !’—) branches creaked as they were bowed by 
and she smote upon her breast—* here hath) the night-breeze. This I] knew was the 
itfound a home! But a happier lot be “ Haunted House,” and many a fearful le-| 
thine. And in the coming time, when the| gend had I heard respecting it—stories of 
sunny earth gives back a joyous echo tothy robbery, betrayal, revenge and murder—of 
tread, and the skies cast no shadow upon) fearful sights and fearful sounds—and now 
thy path, give one thought to the wretched) as I gazed upon the mouldering pile, these 
Vituria, and drop one tear to the miserable) memories came thronging back upon my 
victim of treachery and remorse.” soul, but not to terrify. With slow and 

As she ceased, she plucked from her bo-| cautious steps I sought the interior. A 
soin a tarnished piece of paper, and thrust-| faint light shone tremulously through the 
ing it into my hand, left the room with a decaying wall. My breath was suspend- 
step almost as noiseless as a spirit’s. I ed—my heart beat quick—I pushed away 
glanced at the note as she closed the door the door, and was clasped in the arms of 
behind her, and instantly recognized the) Lockwood ! 
autograph. I tore it open, and read : | ‘There we might not linger. He left me 
“ Apetia—The snare is spread cunningly for your and returned quickly with my trunk. 1 


feet. You are to be welted ~ Hartland early to- treinbled excessively as he bore me through 
morrow morning. us the preparations have ettin dre. sate sein - 
tenn camienial eater des socaneal onan, but thi, He Tuin toa carriage, which was drawn 
very night you will learn your fate from another than Up tO a broad aperture in the wall. From 
me. Your mother is on her way to visit you, butshe 
has been wickedly deceived, and before her arrival j . 
ou are to be a wife. ope nothing, therefore, from 20C as Lockwood drew up the reins, his 
a meme eee = pa eer of d RAE -_ would|) horses sprung forward with the velocity of 
leave your home this mght and fly with = Your) eagles, and in the darkness it were not pos- 
safety can be secured in no other possible way—it| sible to trace our rapid flight. 
will be worse than death to linger. Between the) 
hours of twelve and one to-night, I shall be in the) 
‘ Haunted Hous 


‘where I will await your arrival.| In the sweet home of my beloved—ten- 
I dare not come nearer the village for fear of discovery. 


dare | iderly cherished by his fond mother and 

“Vv a 0u p ; 

soorsiag dovne we anan be boaat ie reach of pas | beautifub sisters—I might have forgot the 

suit.” | past, had not my mother been an actor in 
No signature was attached to this letter, that sad drama. I thought how bitter 

but I felt that I could not be mistaken in| would be her disappointment—how deep, 

the author. ‘Tumultuous feelings crowded her anxiety for me. She knew not but) 





upon my heart—feelings of mingled bitter-''that I was a lone w 





that place the way to the street was clear, "ered with fresh gathered flowers. 


anderer, with neither’ 


home nor friends—and of my situation [ 


L wept and thought till I grew dared not inform her, lest I should be tracey 


to the lithe paradise whither I had been 
wafted. Oh, that was Paradise! Loved 
ones were round me, and each strove to 
fill my cup with bliss. And George, my 
own dear George, was near me. If I sa: 
at the piano or harp, he bent over me an 
drank in the music—and when I rose frory 
the instrument, a sister would take py 
place, whilst I walked with the idolized 
brother in the garden beneath the windows, 
and listened to the thrilling notes. Thos 
were happy, happy days! 

Lockwood was engaged with his uncle 
in the mercantile business, and every hou, 
of the day was dccupied—but the evening: 
were all our own, and were looked forwar} 
to with anticipations of bliss, which wer. 
fully realized. 

1 had been with the Lockwoods mor 
than three months before my retreat wa: 
discovered, though unremitted search for me 
had been made. I was in the garden wih 
my beloved, when he told me that Hartland, 
determined to be revenged for the mortifice- 
tion I had caused him, and infuriated by his 
disappointment, was pursuing me. Af. 
frighted, 1 burst into tears, I knew that! 
had been left in the sole care of my guar- 
dian, and that he would do any thing t 
gratify his nephew. 

“Fear nothing, love,” whispered George, 
“you shall be mine, and then they canno: 
harm yon.” 

His tenderness soothed me, and I ceased 
toweep. He urged me to say that I would 
be his—that the marriage rites should t 
performed the ensuing evening. 1 did no’, 
I could not object—for I saw nothing bu: 
danger in delay. Oh, with what joy was 
I greeted by Olivia and Gertrude, when 
they knew all; and their fair mother smiled 
and wet my cheek with joyful tears. Fr: 
different were my sensations from what they 
once had been when I thought of my an‘: 
cipated marriage. The day passed quickly 
away, divided between the toilette, the 
library and the garden. ‘The evening wes 
mild and beautifully serene. ‘The last rays 
of a glorious sun yet lingered upon the hill- 
tops, and the trees and flowers glittere/ 
in his joyous glance. I stood before a larg: 
mirror, yet mine eyes were not hfted,—tfor 
my mind was busy with the thick rush of 
thoughts, and I leaned against a table cov- 
I Was 
robed for the bridal. Oh, could my mother 
have seen me at that moment, she might 
have forgot her stern matronly dignity an¢ 
loved me as her child. I was attired in & 
pale rose-colored satin that blushed famtly 
beneath a snow-white scarf. A miniature 
of my own George, suspended from ths 
very chain, was half-concealed in my gu- 
dle. A few pale flowers, selected by th 
delicate hand of Gertrude, were twine 
among my curls. My gloves and slipper 
were of the hue of the water-lily, delicately 
beautiful and edged with gold. My hear! 
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fluttered as I heard footsteps in an adjoin-|| 


aman ed Lockwood's lip as he listened to Blake,|/ually declined, and at midsummer he was 


‘but when he spoke of violence, a frown, unable to transact business. He immedi- 
“ Beloved,” murmured a sweet, well-|\dark and terrible, knit his brow, and the) ately wrote for Eugene or Henry to come 
known voice, as the door of my room flew} hot southern blood seemed burning through |and occupy his station. His physician ad- 
pen. It was Lockwood who addressed | his cheek. It was but for a moment, and) vised him to retire to the country, flattering 
me.” I had been alone—for when the girl) the calm, meek smile so peculiar to himself, us with the vain hope that health might 
who attended me had performed the duties | gain lighted up his benevolent features.— there be restored. We took up our resi- 
if the toilette, L requested her to leave me, | I knew my guardian’s determined, perse- dence in a neat little village a few miles 
wishing to spend the few remaining mo-| Yering spirit too well to be quiet after this! from the gay city. The scenery around 
ments in solitude. Lockwood gazed upon| intelligence. Lockwood strove to cali my | us was peculiarly beautiful and picturesque. 
me and his countenance beamed with de-| fears and to persuade me that they were [n that sweet spot I could have been happy 
light—he held my hand—his was ungloved|'dle. His uncle, however, was of a different) bad not sickness continued to prey upon 
and soft, and tenaerly was it pressed to my | Opinion. He was a man considerably ad-| one who was dearer to me than life itself. 
lips In his bosom was treasured a delicate) vanced in life, of an easy, quiet disposition, He grew weaker daily, and looked paler 
rose-bud which I had given him in the} and unwilling to have his domestic peace) and more sickly than he did when I first 
morning, still fresh and beautiful. [looked |)! the least disturbed. He was just fitting) met him in our own native land. 

st my hour-glass—the last sands were ebb-| out a ship for France, in which Henry Red-)| One beautiful evening in autumn, as I 
ing. Leaning on his arm, I descended to||mond, his son, was to sail as supercargo.| sat at the window, with my dear George’s 
the drawing-room, where Olivia and Henry Henry would then exchange with Eugene, head resting upon my shoulder, his physi- 
Redmond, a cousin and dear friend of hers, his elder brother then in Paris, who would cian entered with a stranger, as I thought. 
were waiting for us. They led the way to) retuin to America, and he would remain in He spoke—I looked again—it was Henry 
. large gothic room, whose high windows France one year, as was his intention, and Redinond. His voice thrilled my very soul. 
were shaded by crimson curtains partially | on his return he was to be wedded to his I had ever heard it full and masculine—it 
folded back to admit the mellowed light of sweet cousin Olivia—she wasa gentle girl, was then low and subdued. Pale and agi- 
the beautiful west, ere it faded in its lovel-| but I need not describe her to you, Miriam tated he stood before us. He was in dee p 
ness. ‘I'he family and a few intimates were, —you knew her well and loved her devot-| mourning—a broad crape bound his arm. 
there assembled to witness a scene of such) edly. Lockwood rose—there was anxiety and 
thrilling interest. [stood tremblingly with,  Uur kind uncle proposed that Henry terror in his look. d 
Lockwood—him whom I loved as I never) Should remain with him, while Lockwood =“ Is it my mother ?—or—” 

loved another—and the man of God bound! Should go in his stead to France, taking ‘ Olivia!” groaned the wretched Henry, 
us in those sacred ties that sever not but|me with him. ‘To this arrangement we |i a voice of agony. ] 
with severing life. Leaving the chapel, could not object, as the repose of twoex- This was a severe shock to Lockwood— 
we were accompanied by the guests to a icellent friends was at stake, and when we) he sank back upon the sofa, senseless and 
large and gorgeously furnished parlor.—) were beyond the reach of danger they) lifeless. Oh, those were awful moments, 
The windows were curtained entirely with, Would be relieved of much anxiety. Hen- my Miriam.” 

roses interwoven with evergreen and fra-|'Y was delighted—he would still be with! ‘ And was it then that you was left des- 
grant lilies. The bland breeze of a soft! his Olivia, listening to the sweet music of olate ?”’ 

and gentle twilight, laden with the music her voice and living in the light of hersun-| ‘ No, kind sister. My husband revived, 
of joyous birds, stole sweetly through the) ny smile. and in a few days was able to listen as 
open lattice. ‘Those moments I can never. Blake still continued with us. The|Henry gave us the sad particulars of the 
forget !—they are to my wearied and sick. orning dawned on which we were to sail.|death of her who was the light and joy of 
ened soul like green and shaded spots on Oh, it was hard to leave that sweet home, his existence. She had been attacked with 
the burning desert of life ! with all its endearments and all its loveli-| typhus fever which had raged in her neigh- 
ness! Little dreamed I then of the desola-| borhood during the latter part of summer. 
‘tion that would sweep over my heart and Gertrude watched by her with the most as- 
over the hearts of the dear ones around me,|siduous attention, never leaving her from 
the arm of Lockwood, we were suddenly = my eyes ehoua again rest upon that) the first moment of her illness—she sat by 
Bint W tn tha’ dnsiainmeietn Ot Win ons! eautiful home! You, Miriam, saw the her pillow like a * protecting spirit’ and laid 
summoned to g the re 

ctest of & tie. “Chee tek om inate scene—I may not linger upon it her soft hand upon the delicate lids as the 
jue ' t J°Y! now. Henry and Olivia, Blake and Ger- mild blue eyes were glazed in death. 

and surprise when we entered and found ee a 7 b Lockwood had iw fastited 

our mutual friend, Horace Blake. He de- trude accompanied us on board, and re- oe a ee See a> 
: EAE ~, | mained until the sails were spread and flut- dure sorrow so deep and blighting. It 
tailed to us the consternation iio which), . : . 

‘ | tering in the breeze. seemed to drink up the very fountains of 
my parent, guardian and Hartland were) I : _ ce oe “ ot: 
thrown when they learned my escape.— man pase cutinnly oven cur veyege. Ethie Be. 0 nh: Ce Bie nn 

y na Tay escape.) vas near winter when We arrived at Paris.) a low bench beneath our little hedge of ros- 
Bent on revenge, and still determined to’, le . 
‘ccomplish his darling purpose of uniting Eugene was transported with joy when he es and honeysuckles, and talked sadly and 
ei h hew Jud e Goodwin haal®2™ % but iramediately asked for Henry. long of our departed sister. He wept for 
See yr 4 , B fri in Aa We soon explained all. He was pleased awhile, and then calming himself, he spoke 
conspired with some of his riends to prove and enraged by turns as he listened to my|| with a sweet, holy resignation : 
that my marriage was illegal. | story, and when it was concluded, he rose) “I will no longer mourn Olivia as I have 

But there were witnesses,” said Lock-| anq crossed the floor with rapid steps—then mourned her. Never lived a purer, lovelier 
wood. turning to us, he said in a tone firm yet creature—but she is happy now. Oh, her 

“ They are aware of that ; but they will) half angry : soul was so free from guilt that'l feel that 
make it appear that Adelia was entirely at} «“[ will seek an interview with that Hart-) she is now among the blessed. Adelia, I 
Goodwin's disposal—had no voice of her, jand when I am again in America.” feel too that I cannot long survive her.— 
own—no legal nor moral right to act con-| Eugene was with us much of the time) For your sake,, dearest, I could wish to live 
trary to his wishes. And if he fail of grat-/ while he remained in Europe. The win- —but it may notbe. You will weep often 
ifying his avarice and revenge by the law, ter months sped quickly away, amid the as my remembrance is awakened, but pro- 
he will attempt it by violence.” |gayety and splendor of Paris. As the) mise me that you will not murmur at the 

A smile of mingled mirth and scorn curl-' springadvanced, my husband’shealth grad-" will of God. Promise, dearest, and be it 


\ few weeks after we were wedded, as 
I was walking in the garden, leaning on 
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«brightness of hiseyes. They were closed. | active Miriam instanily applied restoratives, 


Half-choked with emotion, I gave the |I bent down to press my lips to his marble jand soon her friend revived. ‘Then support. 


promise. Miriam, you know my spirit’s | brow—it was chille 
struggle to fulfil it. He added mournfully: had passed over it. 


d—the finger of death ing her to the couch where slept her beau. 
The blood in my veins | 


tiful child, she smoothed the pillow and sat 


«There is sometimes a yearning in my grew still, and a life which had been wrap- down, promising to watch the slumbers of 


heart for life to be protracted a few months | 


longer. I know it cannot be—and yet | 
would see our home once more, sweet Ger-| 
trude and our blessed mother.” 


Every wish that could be, was gratified | 


ped in his was but a dead existence, 


| the fair mother. 


The small hand of Miy;. 


The darkness of night gathered thickly \am parted back the light curls from Adelia’s 


around. 


A cold hand was still clasped in) 
/mine—a cold cheek still pressed to my own Ow upon the purest marble. 
—and a chillness like that of death was) 


brow, then rested there, like a faint shad. 





—and we prepared to embark on our home- upon me. All the long day had I eat in| Of the good, amiable Miriam but little 
ward voyage. My own health was then| that one spot, gazing upon the icy form |has been said. Turn we awhile to her,— 
delicate, and Henry resolved to accompa-'\before me. A deep sigh burst from my She was the child of a female slave owned 


ny us. 


‘lips, then feeling returned to my desolate by Henry Redmond’s father. The native 


After having been at seaa few days, bosom. Night wore away—yet I knew it sweetness of her temper—her mild, gentle 


George was evidently stronger, and walked 
on the deck with Henry and me. We all 
sat together one lovely morning, looking 
yut upon the sunbright waves, when sud- 
ienly Lockwood arose and pointed us toa 
peautiful nautilus as it sported on the danc- 
ing waters. He walked upon the deck 
with his eyes still fixed upon its motions— 
the ship suddenly heaved—his feet slipped 
from under him, and in his fall his breast 
smote upon the corner of a box, and the 
lood gushed from his mouth. I shrieked, 
ind caught him in my arms. He had 
broken a blood vessel. Oh, then I felt 
that death was indeed near, and a moun- 
tain of agony seemed crushing my very 
heart. ‘The kindest, best attentions were 
bestowed upon him, and every thing that 
love or skill could do to baffle death, was 
done. Miriam, I cannot linger here.— 
There are memories which, though they 
ire cherished deeply in my darkened soul, 
| may not breathe to others. 

The light of day was just bursting upon 
the wild rushing waters, and the aching 
head of my dear George was pillowed upon 
iny bosom. I was watching the slight va- 
ryings of his loved features, when he look- 
ed up and a sweet smile parted his pale, 
juivering lips. He had not spoken from 
the-day that he had fallen. There was an 
unearthly brightness in his soft eyes as he 
fixed thern upon me. Raising his hand, 
he motioned Henry to his side. 

“I feel that I am dying—leaving my 
Adelia to a world of trial and tears. I feel 
it—I feelitall. Oh,that this heart of mine 
could drink up all the bitterness which will 
¢ her portion! Dear Henry, to your care 
I give the only one I have ever loved. Say 
that you will be to her what I have been, 
what I still would be, and I can die hap- 
aT y.’? 

As he spoke he grasped the hand of his 
friend, frorm whose eyes the tears gushed 
freely and fast as he gave the solemn pro- 
mise. For the last time my Lockwood 
pressed his*lips to mine, and from his eyes 
eamed a light, a joy which even death 
had not power to chill. He smiled—it was 
‘ne last emule of undying love. His hand 
was raised and pointed upward—he could 
1ot speak, but that slight motion was more 
‘aan words. He had not struggled—he 

iad not groaned—and no tear dimmed the 


‘not. ‘The world was again cheered by the 
'glorious light. 


Some kind ones came to 
entice me away. ‘Their voices smote upon 
my soul like discordant, unmeaning sounds 
—but when they took my hands as if to 
lead me away, I knew their intent, and 
clung more closely to the one I had watch- 
ed so long. Suddenly reason dawned up- 
on my darkened soul—perception grew 
clear, and I ‘listened to the voice of Henry. 
Tenderly he entreated me to leave the dead 
and seek needed rest for myself. I implor- 
ed him to let me remain there another day 
—another night. 
sorrow and the appeal of a broken heart, 
he could not refuse my request. Night 
closed in with storm and perl. The sky 
seemed bursting with its awful thunder, 
jand the sea was torn up by the raging tem- 
_pest—the billows dashed furiously against 
the ship, and bellowed in their wrath—yet 
the tumult of wind and wave disturbed not 
the soul of the sleeper. Dreamless and 
deep were his slumbers—no sound of earth 
‘or of sea could break them. 

The storm passed away. The morning 
dawned upon a wide ocean, calm and qui- 
et asa summer lake. The hour had come 
when I must part with all that on earth 
was dear. I struggled—I prayed for forti- 
tude to meet it—one last kiss, and my heart 
was still. 

The ship bell tolled solemnly, and the 
deep tones floated away far upon the sleep- 
ing waters. It ceased, and the man of 
God stood up, and with tremulous lips 
poured forth a fervent prayer. The body 
had been prepared for its watery grave.— 
A deep sigh—a shudder burst from every 
heart as it was lowtred from the peopled 
deck to the water’s edge. The waves part- 
ed—I bent forward and gazed down into 
their blue depths—the white form was still 
|visible,and the hungry sea-dogs shook their 
foul jaws above his sacred body. Oh God! 
shut out from my soul these awful remem- 
brances ! 

You know the rest. Months passed 
away, and I had neither consciousness nor 
feeling. And when I awoke to reason 
again, you watched by my pillow and my 
fair babe slept upon my bosom. Miriam, 


the tale is told, and my soul is on the rack.” | 


As Adelia finished, she fell back on the 
ottoman and fainted. The affectionate and 


Deeply affected by my | 


of the tenderest solicitude. 
the fair mother and her beautiful child won 


manners, and her early quickness of intel- 


lect won the affections of Mrs. Redmond, 


who took her to her own house where she 
remained as an inmate, and was educated. 
Mrs. Redmond intended to part with her 
at Henry’s marriage, at the request of him- 
self and his betrothed, and adopt her ini) 
his family as a friend and companion fo; 
Olivia. But by the death of that loved onc 
al) the bright hopes built upon her exisi- 
ence were crushed, and long-formed pro- 
jects sweptaway. Mrs. Redmond retaine: 
Miriam and cherished her tenderly. 

While Adelia was convalescing after her 
return from Europe, Henry Redmond pax! 
her every attention that could calm he: 
agitated mind and make her forget the past. 
Her little George became to him an object 
Day by day 


upon his affections. Adelia was then with 
the mother of Lockwood, who, patient un- 
der her own afflictions, strove to beguile 
the weary moments of the mourner’s life. 
Nor was the lovely Gertrude forgetful.— 
She clung to her with all the fondness that 
a sister can know ; and when those heart- 
rending memories revived, and the big tears 
gushed from the mild eyes of that young 
mother, Gertrude’s slender arms were twin- 
ed around her, and her sweet voice came 
in its soothing tenderness like music from 
a blessed land. Wearily—wearily th 
months rolled past,and though Adelia lived 
and moved in an atmosphere of tenderness 
and love, yet her pale cheek, her sunken 
eyc, told of the spirit’s suffering. She spoke 
no word of sorrow, and the deep-drawn sigh 
which erst gushed from a heart long brok- 
en, was heard no more. 

“T have mourned for him,” she said, “for 
hope was crushed in my bosom, and the 
light of life grew dim. I have been reno- 
vated, and now I live but for the dear on 
that is left me. I have no wish to linge: 
here, but ere I go, I would teach his sou! 
the way to heaven.” 

Faithfully discharging the duties sh 
owed her child, Adelia forgot in some de- 
gree the first bitterness of her grief, and as 
she sat at the still hour of twilight in her 
own little parlor, and hushed him to rest. 
with his rosy cheek pillowed upon her bo- 
som, she seemed the happiest of mothers. 

From a similarity in the circumstances 
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of their past lives, Henry and Adelia were||the latter was suddenly summoned to an- 
led to seek each other’s society often, and) other apartment. Leaving the little George equalled. She was alarmed and knew not 
from that tender association grew a mutual|/ with the young mother, Redmond attend- 


; how to act. But Miriam, self- ossessed 
attachment. How could it be otherwise? ‘ed. He did not return for several hours, ‘ : . 


proceeded to the fulfil] fR ’s re- 
As well might you forbid the mingling of/and Adelia was on the point of despatching|/ quest. “Stypee oreag ion 


dew drops in the lily’s cup, as the hearts! a note to him, when he entered her apart- 
of the young and the beautiful when mutu-| ment, pale and agitated. He evidently 
al sorrow or mutual joy has woven their! strove to conceal his ernotion from his wife, |nearly dark before the packing was com- 
lives in one. ‘but her quick eye detected every change in||pleted. Adelia, overcome with weariness 

One lovely eve Adelia sat with her harp! his loved features. and sickened with anxiety, threw herself 
beneath the fragrant vines that were trail- | Ask me not, dearest,” he replied to her| upon a sofa, and George, the laughing, 
ed across her window, her sweet voice /euger inquiries ; “ you shall know all, but | beautiful George, climbed up by her dress 
mingling with the soft notes of the instru-| not now.” jand crept softly intoherarms. ‘The young 


ment as they floated upon the listening air. | Adelia wasnot more surprised than alarm-||™other smiled as she looked upon his sweet 
Heury was by her side, and he spoke to her! 64, when in the morning, instead of pro-|face, and the full tide of affection burst from 
of love. Something more he said, and it| ceeding on their journey, her husband in-|her heart. “ My blessed, my darling boy,” 
was understood. Adelia thought of her! formed her that they should immediately She murmured, as she pressed him to her 
fatherless child—he would then have a pro-| return, To avoid giving her any unneces- heart. Her eyes were closed, but the bright 
tector. She placed her little hand in his—| sary anxiety, he told her that unexpected |'e@rs gushed silently from beneath the del- 
her face was radiant with blushes, and she business of importance demanded his imme- |!¢@te lids. A deep and quiet slumber stole - 
smiled as she whispered—* I am yours.” | diate attention, but any further explanation £¢%tly over her, soothing her heart and 

Gertrude did not love Adelia less when! he must defer until he reached home. sealing her senses, and bringing forgetful- 
she knew that she was to be once more a! Early the next morning after the tourists "€38 of all pain. Meantime, Miriam went 
wife—and her gentle mother wept over her reached home, as Adelia sat near a window |'° Visit a poor family which had received 
‘8 she gave her blessing. The Redmonds jhat looked into the street, she was surpris- |™any kindnesses from her hand, and think- 
looked upon Adelia as one who would re-| 4 by Eugene who, wheeling up to the ‘ing it might be a long time ere she could 
store peace to the bosom of their Henry,) door in a curricle, gaily cried out « All rea-||V'sit them again, she took with her a larger 
and gladden a heart which had so long been dy!” At that moment Henry stepped from|S¥pply than usual of such things as they 
bleeding and desolate. AndEugene laugh- his room. A traveling cloak was thrown) ™'ght need in her absence. She returned, 
ed gaily as he said that Henry had been’ around him and drawn closely together so|#d found Adelia still sleeping, and draw- 
too quick for him. On the day that Adelia 4. to conceal his person. Advancing to|!Mg a seat near her she sat down, enveloped 
was eighteen, free and, as she thought, out) where sat his lovely wife, he bent down to|!® the silvery moonlight, to watch the slum- 
of the power of her persecutors, she Gave! receive her parting kiss. George sat on|ers of those dear ones before her. Oh, it 
her hand to Henry Redmond. ‘the carpet, playing with some roses that) ¥45 an hour when the sou! is full of harmo- 

Adelia had long wished to return to the pad fallen from his mother’s hair. “Papa,”/2Y, and Miriam almost wept for Adelia to 
north. She had left many dear friends) he lisped, as he caught hold of his cloak,|W@ken and touch the keys of her piano, 
there. Her heart yearned once more to and drawing it back, exposed the person of/@%d mingle her own sweet voice with the 


inhale the balmy air of her native hills— his step-father, with rapier and pistols at full swelling notes of the evening hymn. 
to gaze once more upon the noisy brooks, his side. H (Concluded in our next.) 


on whose flowery banks she had sported) ,, Henry, my Henry, what does this| "Sa68 Leene Sua ROGIOnG 
.way the innocent hours of childhood. She mean ?” exclaimed the astonished wife amped iaindh 
thought, too, of Lockwood—the memory : ; nq UNCERTAINTY OF HUMAN TIES,—If the 
of that one being was woven with all the Redmond threw his arms around her and | 


. : dead do indeed behold those whom the 
veantiful recollections of her childhood’s for a moment held her to his bosom, then y 


ions have loved, with loving eyes and fond re- 
e j a i] 
home, A vast number of valuable articles regerde ny a ee |membrance, do not the sorrows, the weari- 
left at her guardian’s, she wished to recov- ras Set oo. 


. r: “yer (ness, the toiling, the despairing of those 
‘ , , y o S ° 
er, among them was the portrait of her fa-) Y'©™ of his terrified w ife. W ith trembling \dear ones rise even into the abodes of peace, 
4 : steps and a heart throbbing with vague yet | , " : ' 
ther. She also wished to take possession ' ¥ __ and wring the souls of those who thence 
..| fearful forebodings, she sought the cham-| S 
of the estate left her by that father, previ- ge look down upon the earth, and see the wo 
. | ber of Miriam. She found the kind-heart- : a 3 : 

sus to her entering upon her new duties J Gill clttlan auiletly at her werk-tahle.o and anguish suffered here? Or, if they do 
and cares as the wife of Redmond. She °¢ €' Sitting quietly ¢ — 


Pe : not feel—if, freed from this mortal coil, they 
communicated her wishes to Henry, and broidering a dress for little George. She forget all that they have suffered, all that 
rose as Adelia entered, and with tender con- |''© =. ‘1 ae 
13 he had leisure to accompany her, they pia: we yet endure, oh! then what fourfold trash 
nies san ¥ | cern inquired the cause of her unusual pal- u 
commenced their journey immediately.—| 


: “heat is human love! what vain and miserable 

oe a explai word 
Miriam was one of the tourists, for she was| ee en aeons pred — straws are all the deep, the dear, the grasp- 
. member of the young Redmond’s family,| aaa with @ straneer at the hotel}, |2& @ffections twined in our hearts’ fibres— 
and was to Adelia what she would have|| F g | 


een to Olivia,a faithful and valuable friend. | ae ad 8 Rw Pi — aed < 

The travelers stopped late one afternoon,| cece pais ser Mi; Gane sp ha nd se " ‘that while we are yet bowed in agony and 
listless and weary, at a large hotel. <A| sling guy d oe eee ‘ te mourning over the dead—while our be- 
number of gentl@men were engaged in con-| °C" 0 Ber aid all the firmness in her 


RSet cs a jreaved hearts are aching, and our straining 
versation in front of the building, one of|| SOU she sttove with her native kindness to jeyes looking to that heaven, beyond which 
whom fixed upon the new comers an eager! calm the fears of her friend. After dinner, | 

" . 
and sosutianiiaad glance. It was observe reigee! a to Ber rw ay 6 = = 
by Redmond only. In the evening Adelia| the table lay a note addressed to herself.— 


93 


Adelia’s astonishment could scarcely be 


Adelia joined her, and while busi- 
ed with packing, and listening to Miriam, 
she for awhile forgot her anxiety. It was 
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mingled with our blood !—how poor are all 
things—how beggarly is life. Oh, to think 


we think they yet may hear our cries, they 
yet may see our anguish, the dead, the 
s oil it. and read : loved, the mourned, nor see, nor hear; ot 
and Miriam were together admiring the) he opened it and read : if they do, look down with cold and care- 


splendid engravings that ornamented the ae een te poy eeling my ad on'less gaze upon the love that lifts our very 
walls, and Henry was caressing his lovely! clock to-night. See that our trunks and Minam’s are ‘souls in desperate yearning toward them. 
boy who was twining his little fingers in the, ey — a, agg: theme weet od aoe 'Yet one of the two must surely be : either 

: : a long absence. r 8 you will not for- << eh . hn? 
lark glossy locks of his step-father, when gu.” . OU Hexny.” the other life is like this, a life of pain, tho 
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not like this, perheps, a life of selfishness ;/really live a man who could triumph in| a lime-kiln, and slept while his leg was 
or this earth, and time, and all they hold,/such bitter wo? But burnt off, and then got up and asked a man 
are a more hollow mockery than even I “ Varium et matabile semper Femina.” by whom he was roused from his slumbers, 
someumes dream -they are.—Mrs. Butler. © baliave & mot! Wer the aahe of our | "0 assist him in looking for his shoe, gives 
household gods, call it and cause it to be a ow wong ha bee, nt A = 
. ‘ . jlie! Be ye sure that coquettes are the ref-|)%6 *~—*) OY Pt ’ » Who occasionally 
ore —_ Lived oe, seen use of their sex, and were only ordained ares a aeeaiines tara peoyeen a 

highw than with a gentleman who)|©otrespoud with the coxcombs of ours. bee ot "8 £ = i n some 
a highwayman, gen Shs acelin sleeveless errand, took an opportunity, jy 
has sacrificed to his own vanity the life-) 4 penis Love.—Happy is he wholjher absence, to seat himself on the kitche; 
long happiness of an inexperienced girl. 1 knows a mother’s love. What is so pure ?|fire, where, on her return, she found him 
sens this sort of conduct has never been suf-| The patriot expects fame, the friend sym-| singing. He then cautioned her to be care- 
ficiently reprobated, and females too often’ pathy, and the lover pleasure. Even reli-|ful how she took off his lid, lest she shou!d 
betray the rights of their sex, by accepting wion, while she waters her faith with tears, |be scalded by the steam, and would no 
with pride ne potas of a man pier _ ‘looks forward to the best fruit of her labors | consent to her removing it till she procur 
DeReThe RENAE NS a Che. Conquest Om © and herlove. But maternal affection springs |the sett/e-holder, to save her fingers from 1). 
=e of their sisters ; as if his mercy 'from the breast, uninvoked by the wand of||heat of the handle. He was at length res- 
and love could Se depended upon, who aaa hope, unadulterated by the touch of inter-|cued from his pleasant position, and a sur. 
— been cruel to an affectionate woman! lest. Its objects are the weak and woful.|geon was sent for, to remedy, if possible, 
The world laughs, and stores of lying pro- ‘It haunts the cradle of infantile pain, or! the ill consequences of his vegary, when hi 
rome and stupid jests on the briefness of hovers near the couch of the faint and the received additional pleasure from a pereyia- 
aici love are administered ; but you iforsaken. Its sweetest similes break through ‘sion that the son of Esculapius was a tinh 
will find, if your heart be a hardened by ‘the clouds of misfortune, and its gentlest who had been called in to mend his boitom! 
“ renga pe yn jtones rise amid the sighs of suffering and 
haps you g ’ 


you only flirted, tried to be agreeable, and ofsorrow. It is a limpid and lovely fow G@he Literary Journ al. 


lof feeling, which gushes from the fountam |——-— a 
to please for the moment ; you had no con-| 


ception that your behavior could be mis-) 





Furrtation.—Il dislike the man who 

















head of purity; and courses the heart, thro’) SMATHD BY WM. Me BURLEION, 


selfish designs and sordid passions, im-| SATURDAY, MAY 23, 183% 
construed ; but what if, while you were ‘mingling a unsullied. What is so firm?) hee wererdlie'- = aed ———— 
ee aathing, a wrifing emnetet = ‘Time and misfortune, penury and persecu-| Fanny's Journal.—In our last we promised 
—_ ao" When, ——— an. jtion, hatred and infamy, may roll their dark bestow a few more eanatite upon the delectable 

4 yi ~) |Waves successively over it—and still it performance of Mrs Butler, but should we not, 
you have excited a regard, by the devel- ‘smiles unchanged ; or the more potent al- we have scarcely the vanity to believe that our 
opment of talent, or by the display and de- urements of fortune, opulence and pride, readers would deeply regret it. It matters but 
votion of personal graces, you have fascin- | cower and splendor may woo her—and yet little what our individual opinion may be of th: 


ated the mind and the heart, when, by the |° ;. unmoved ;—a mother ‘loves and loves (merits or demerits of the work. It is written, 
melting and the sinking eye, the faltering engeetnae . i 


i published, sold, and Fanny has had her manifold 
voice, the fervid tone, the retained hand, you | || sins of diction visited upon her head in no mea; 


have awakened the passion you cannotal-| 4 proriTaBLE EXPERIMENT.— Lady Ar- lured manner. She has been paragraphed and 
lay—when you have done this in the cold gen complained of a toothache. All the icaricatured unmercifully, and we have no pa: 
blood of vanity, and it suits your conven- | remedies used on such occasions were ap- |ticular disposition to add one drop to the swe). 
ience, or sated coxcombry, to finish the |pjied, but still she found no relief. At|ié tide of condemnation that has been pouring 
scene by an altered mein, a distant courte- jength she decided on sending to Edinburgh '" “P°? as ence he Sart Sppeiennets of ber i 
sy, of an expression of surprise at the un- —a distance of fifty miles from Clydesdale ewer Journal. No ons, we presume, will re 
expected effects of your civility, will yom castle—for a dentist to extract the suffering onthe op pda een nae Be 
pa 5 aptly mays pen gy tooth ; and, when he ertiven, she declared ‘She thinks freely and independently, and as fre. 
= P ; } adag that her nerves were unequal to submitting, jy and independently records her thoughts. Ma 
nes “ee -_ “ h W hat if ar oi” being, to the operation unless she saw it perform- ‘ny of her remarks are exceedingly pertinent and 
; pe you have changed into despair, ed on some one else first. The few friends) just, and we can readily forgive some of her 
whose garden you have blasted with mil- admitted to the sanctuary of her boudoir||coarseness and vulgarity in consideration of the 
dew and d ust, whoseheaven you have dark- looked aghast at this declaration, each ex-) many really beautiful passages which are scat 
ened for ever, shall suffer in silence, striv- |pecting to be called on, but, after the silence tered throughout the volumes. We perceive that 
ing to bear her sorrow, praying for cheer- |of g few minutes, she told Lord Arden that| many of our contemporaries are culling these 
fulness, pardoning without forgetting you, lhe must have a tooth out, that she might | passages and presenting them to the public, dis 
till the worm has eaten through the life, and \judge from Ais manner of supporting the connected from the vulgarisms and indecencies 
the body is emaciated which you have led ‘operation if she could go through it. He of the work. This is certainly very kind, and 
to the dance, the voice is broken on whose ‘appeared amazingly disconcerted, but a few) tis or something like it should have been dow 
tones you have huag, the face wan whic wry faces and serious expostulations hav-| y some judicious friend before her work went to 
you have flattered, and the eyes frightfully ling failed to molify the lady, the obedient! 2's ‘We may think it worth our while, fron 
bright with a funereal lustre, visas . pues 


a j : time to time, to select such rself anc 
which used | husband submitted, and a fine sound tooth |. snag. Papo: es pore one 

to laugh radiancy, and hope, and love, | y 

when they gazed upon you? What, if a/ 


‘insert them in our columns, or we may not. |' 
ishe declared that she had seen enongh to| 








as extracted from his jaw, after Which | pains us to see a woman lay herself liable to ce»: 


rouder of. f > ardent i : : : |sure, for we had much rather bestow praise thar 
pro temper, a more ardent imagination, convince her that she could not undergo al h ibbl (physi 
and a stronger constitution, should lead to|.:,.: . blame upon the scribblers of the weaker (ph) 
$i d i similar operation. ‘eally) sex. We cannot find it in our heart ‘o 
spite and unpatience, and recklessness of | yore : 
| | visit the sins of the dear souls with even merited 


good and ill, if a hasty and loveless mar-|) Quite paceasis.—~The monthly Maga-| 


* } ity. It is sweet to praise them, and when 
riage should ys ; ‘egg "|| severity Pp " 
ge should be the rack of her soul, or the zine in its notes for the month, after notic- |we cannot do that, it is blessed to forgive them 


provocation of her sin! Is there mandra- ing some of the wonders which are so con- | We do not profess to be a critic, for we have not 
gora which could drug you to sleep while stantly retailed in the daily papers, and es- ‘enough of vinegar in our composition to be equa! 


was On your memory, or does there’ pecially that of a drover, who fell asleep by 'to the duties of the fault-finding profession, and, 
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what unqualifies us still more, we are far more {for ‘‘bravery’’ by the cowardly act of self-destruc- | 

prone to write from the heartthan from the head.| tion! We pity the man who can detect in his) profess to detail all things with impartiality, ) to 
A ieee, jheart any thing like admiration for the character | state pea fact :—Mrs. Hemans has four or five 

Fanny Kemble a Plagiarist.—A correspondent}/of such a wretch. Mr Cheever can well submit) °?0%,°" te complete their education, had quit- 


ited England and taken up | s 
of the Albany Bouquet accuses the quondam ac-| to be maligned by the eulogist of Richard Crown- | Sim othe course Tinstestien Sit cine 


tress of stealing the thoughts, and even the very} ingshield! | being more general, and the expense far less than 
language of others, and giving them to the world!) We have noticed, from time to time, senti-/at —_ mesh a age ag pow of her friends 
i own—and thereupon indulges in some se-| me . , T : pie |knew, that writing as she bad written for a mere 
ie ry rks at the sie! ~ . Alas! | er a esod by the supnaasiet nas sige; livelihood, she was not overbur hened with world- 
vere remarks @ P poor girls expense. as! which betray so much of moral depravity, solit-\ly wealth: she had laid up her treasure 

for F ble Butler! We do not believe. tie ‘ ? neli mC : ; pape wha see 
for Fanny Kem e tle regard for the feelings of Christians or for earth. The thought that in a great degree, her 
that it has fallen to the lot of any other English Christianity itself, that we have been surprised children would be left mandate f for, much em- 
lady to receive so much fulsome praise and cruel that they could find a place in any journal claim- epee her a Her a making 
ensure | short io N Sutler h ; , a : . the necessity of the application its chief excuse, 
a ' . scribbler, that strikes at the characters of the that the gifted poetess was dying, and that her 
papers which lauded her the most extravagantly pure and the good, like the assassin whom he ey- mind was much afflicted with the dread of leav- 
during her brilliant career as an actress, seem logizes, in the dark? We have heard, from what! ing her children unfriended and poor. By return 
determined to make due atonement for their sins we deem good authority, that it is a fellow called of post a letter came from Sir R. Peel, kindly 
hy now abusing her the most outrageously. Southworth, the former ruffianly editor of a low, complaining that the application to him had been 


: ge _ : delayed until the latest moment :—enclosin 
But relative to the alleged plagiarism. The) geurrilous paper, printed somewhere in Rhode bank note for one hendeed peunde (500 dollax, 
‘ - | . 9 (a ? 
harge we believe to be untrue, though the wri-) Island, entitled the Literary Subaltern—a week- empowering Mrs. Heman’'s friends to draw on 


ter doubtless believes it, and that his evidence of ly reservoir of billingsgate, blasphemy and all him for any further sum if necessary, and con- 
its truth is ample. Should some blockhead of manner of moral rottenness—the writer and ven- ©!uding with a solemn promise to take on him- 
an editor publish one of Bryant's poems and pre-| der of a few volumes of infamous trash, which °*/f the charge of providing for her children—if 


s | cage > he could not do it by putting them into public 
fix our name to it as its author, surely the act) he attempted to dignify by the name of ‘Nov- situations, he woul pas of Eis oe hee 
would not render usa plagiarist. If it can be) els,’’ but which would not sell for enough to pay Deeds of kindness like this, exalt our opinion of 


shown that Mrs Butler claims the song quoted for the paper spoilt in writing them—the libeller) humau nature and of mankind; they reconcile us 
in the Bouquet as her own production, then we of all that is hallowed and pure and noble in the to the possession, by individuals, of immense 
will readily yield the point. But we do not be-| moral world—the former tenant of the reeking ity | and they bless not only those who re- 
; ; : . ceive, but those who dispense the benefits. To 
lieve that such a claim was ever made by her, or gutter, fellow-wallower with the swine which the wealthy of the old and new world they read 
with her consent and approbation—and the first) were worthier than he, for they had never de-| the precept, ‘Goand do thou likewise,’ ” 
intimation that such is the fact that has ever met) graded themselves from their proper station.—! 
our eyes is contained in the last Bouquet. The) And this is the man who traduces the ministers. The Family Minstrel.—This valuable musica! 
alteration of a few words in the song was justi-| of Jesus, who exerts his puny strength to cast journal has changed publishers, but is still edit- 
fied by the circumstances attending its recitation, | obstacles in the way of moral reform, and who in €4 by Mr. Dingley. We have before spoken of 
—as for instance the change of the word Italia to), his impotent malignity would overthrow every its claims to public patronage, and we would take 
England. Miss Kemble purposed to return to thing sacred and glorious if he might so crush this opportunity again to recommend it to all who 
England, and had she therefore sung the song some of the noblest and purest spirits in our land! take an interest in sacred music. To choristers 
exactly as it was originally written, it would have A fit associate, truly, for the ruffian Ham and ‘and to those engaged in teaching, the work will 
been perfectly malapropos. Thus much we have) for the conscience-smitten, rum-distilling, Bible- be found peculiarly valuable. Should any of our 
said, not because we have any peculiar love for selling deacon! We have done with him, and readers wish to examine it they can have an op- 
the quondam actress, or admiration for her tal-) we have now only to ask pardon of the readers portunity to do so by calling upon us. 
ents, but because we believe that gross injustice’ of the Journal for introducing to their notice the | ee eee : 
has been done to one who, with all her faults, is name of one so utterly and, we fear, incurably | Russell, Odiorne a Co., Boston, have in press 
certainly a woman of brilliant and rare genius. | depraved. As it is our first offence of the kind jand will shortly publish, a volume in prose and 
i eet he | we trust we shall be forgiven. verse, by Isaac Clarke Pray, Jr., the well-known 
The letter-writer of the New-York Transcript, | einieeeiiaion editor of the Boston Pearl. Mr Pray has already 
ina late communication to that paper, dated at| Mrs Hemans.—It is well known to the admir-/ “°" 4” enviable reputation as a writer of polite 
Salem, Mass., denounces the Rev. George B. ers of this inimitable poetess, that she has for literature, and we look with erg for the ap- 
Cheever, than whom a more devoted man in the, some months been suffering from ill health, and pearance of his forthcoming work. Ofits a. 
holy cause of Temperance never lived, as a ‘‘bad! they will regret to learn from the following let-|“® wil tag aire = agpraprisae + wohem 
citizen,"’ “a disturber of the public peace who ter that she is probably ere this numbered with |‘ bet in SAENGER Ue QuERey Cay Osi 
should be stopped in his wild and unhallowed ca- the dead. Her loss will be deeply and, we had pasental ss 
reer,"’ a ‘plague to society,” &c. &c. And/ almost said, universally felt—for of all the gifled| Carey, Lea & Blanchard, Philadelphia, have 
this is said of one of the most meek and devoted female writers of the present age, none have, in '" PFess No. 2 of the Crayon Miscellany, by 
ministers of the gospel! In the next moment he poetry, written so sweetly and so well. The Washington Irving. It treats of Abbotsford and 
eulogizes Richard Crowningshield, the ‘fiendish’ sonnets composed during her sickness and pub- | Newstead Abbey, and will doubtless give us = 
murderer’ of the venerable Mr White, as a bold lished originally in Blackwood’s Magazine, are ny of the author's reminiscences of the good Sir 
and daring man. Crowningshield, it will be re-| the most touchingly beautiful of any we have Walter and the gloomy Byron. 
membered, stole into the sleeping apartment of ever seen. They are mot only full of the very) The Messrs. Harper, New-York, have in the 
Mr White, stabbed him to the heart and fractured) soul of poetry, but they tell of a heart chastened press a new work from Bulwer. Neither the ti- 
1is skull with a heavy cudgel while the victim! and elevated by habitually high and devotiona! tle nor the character of the work is known. 
was asleep! So much for his bravery! Butthe thoughts ; and these, had she never writtenany,, §S. S. Rices, of this city, has in press and will 
sapient letter-writer will not insist upon this as thing else, would establish her reputation as the soon publish a volume of poems, entitled «Moral 
au act of of peculiar courage—but “his conduct) first poetess of the age. and Religious Musings,’’ by G. Zelotes Adams. 
after his arrest’’ is what commands the eulogist’s| We extract from a Liverpool correspondent ot Mr A. is quite a young man—a minor—but has 
diniration. What was that conduct? It was| the N. Y. Star, who writes under date of April already shown himself possessed of considerable 
iarked by the same insatiable thirst for blood—_ ist, 1835 : genius. Several of his fugitive pieces have ap- 
the same fiendish disposition which led him on) «« Jt is with indescribable pein tat I epneunce peared in the columns of the Literary Journal. 
‘o the perpetration of the foul crime for which to you that, in all human probability, our gifted | _—_—— seats F 
w He poe to the gallows. He wished to pols Felicia Dorothea fons eek As this) A Mistake.—Two numbers of the Knickerbock- 
j time, be no more. My latest account was, that er for April have been sent to us, and none for 
ve that he might wreak his vengeange upon the her death was hourly expected—and that in her May. The mistake, we presume, will be at once 
vetrayer of their mutual crime—and when he) .a5¢ death would be a relief, for long-continued | rectified by those who have the direction of such 
snew that his blood-thirstiness could not thus be j)Iness had outworn her frame. She had one sat- | matters, as it was probably owing to the extreme 
slaked, he set the final seal upon his character’ isfaction, and, although politically opposed to’ backwardness of the season. 














Sir Robert Peel, it is but fair (in letters which 
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ORIGINAL POETRY. 





TO THE WIND-SPIRIT. 


Tam an invalid ; 
I may not taste the balm that thou bringest 
From the sunny south—from green savannas, 
Broad and beautiful—thou mayest not press 
To my cheek, thy soft, odorous hand, 
Where his signet pale Sickness hath stamped— 
But I love fondly to bow down my ear 
Close to my window, and list to thy song 


“ Unfettered and free, 
O’er land and o'er sea, 
O’er mead and o'er mount, 
O’er fall and o'er fount, 
With the voice of song, 
I have wandered long ; 
And now I have come, 
From my skyey home, 
A garland to twine, 
Around thy woodbine, 
Its beautiful bloom 
And fragrant perfume, 
At my bidding bring, 
By my breath of spring— 
An angel of love, 

I'm sent from above, 
And where I linger, 

Or place a finger, 

A flowery trace 
Long marketh the place. 
With my rill-like voice, 
1 come to rejoice 
And gladden again 
The children of men. 


Mournfully, mournfully sweet to my soul 

Is thy music, thou of ethereal dwelling— 
The hard hand of affliction relaxeth 

ts strong, its lion-like, merciless grasp— 

Faster and stronger beats the faint life-pulse, 
Beneath thy soft, thy soul-soothing influence. 
Ob! nigh to death’s door hath he blown me 
Disease, with his life-blasting breath ; 

But, wind-spirit! thy honeyed tones 

Are an anodyne, soothing and sweet— 

To me, fancy paints thee ruddy and young, 
Though I know thou art ancient in years ; 

Old was thy hymn when the star-anthem rose— 
Hoar were thy locks ere the shepherd had pitched 
On Palestine’s plains his white canvass— 
Hoarse howled thou, a wrath-winged demon, 
When the sin-defiled cities were burned : 

Thy voice swelled the roar of the deluge, 

And pealed o'er the wide waste of waters, 
When the founts of the deep were unsealed. 
When the towers of proud Ilion crumbled, 

The death-dirge of her greatness thou chantedtst, 
A wild wail for the manes of her heroes. 

Thou hast sung in the bowers of beauty, 

On the blood-sodden plains of the east, 

Mid the tombs of the mighty and noble, 

Mong the gold-gilded temples of Rome, 

‘Round the domes of diadem‘d prinees, 

In ali bright and beautiful places, 

To the grand, und the great, and the good 

Yet thon scorn’st not to pipe unto me, 

‘Thou Bard of the King Everlasting! 

Toan humble, and weary, and pain-stricken one 
Who hath loved thee, and talked with thee too, 
From the days of the years of bright childhood. 
When hope’s sun like a beacon-light blazed, 

Ere time's iron hand had plucked a plume 

From the wing of my young expectation, 

Deer as a household god wast thou then, 
Melif#uous minstrel, and cherished. 

Thy sweet harpings oft mind me of one 

Long gone to the home of the happy 

W hose bosom oft made I my pillow, 

Who always looked lovingly on me, 

My Mother! my sweet, sainted Mother! 

The soft tone of her voice hast thou stolen /— 
And where is she too who played at my side 

My Sister! in bloom and in beauty / 
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Ah! it groweth not green yet, 
| The turf they have piled on her tomb, 
|| Hush! hush, my bosom !—why heavest thou so? 
| Oh thought! pour not thy lava-like tide 
| In such swift sweeping torrents upon me , 
|, Dim burneth life's lamp in its socket, 
| Terrene hope, too, beginneth to fail ; 
\' Ere long, and the silver cord breaketh, 
|| That binds to this earth my faint spirit ; 
|| And my form shall come quietly down 
| To the house for all living appointed. 
|| Adieu ! thy harpings for me will soon cease ; 
| Low waneth life’s sun, its cup is most drained, 
| Bat a few bitter dregs now remain ; 
| To earth, I'm become as a stranger ; 
| Her verdant hill-tops, and her dark old delis, 
Her gray rocks, and her mist-circled seas, 
Her spice-sprinkled isles, her lawns, and her lakes, 





Her thought-waking haunts, and her flower-bordered 


rills, 
| Her majestic and wavy old woods, 
| All, all, have been to me long as sealed things. 
| But though earth-joys have failed me 
| Though thou mayest not fan my blanch’d cheek 
| Though I go no more out from my room, 
| To brush dew from the wing of the morning, 
| Nor my brow bathe in Heaven’s soft sunlight, 
Nor see more his shining, high, handiwork ; 
Yet still am | Aappy, sweet songster ! 
| For one Friend abideth yet with me, 
| And wil?, till life’s last sand has fallen— 
| The wealth of the world could not bribe him 
To leave or forsake me a moment— 
, His voice is more mellow than thine 
| Far sweeter the balm that he bringeth 
| Peace-speaking and pure are his precepts ; 
| Thus far hath he cheered and consoled me, 
|} And he will till the sepulchre holdeth— 
| This tried one and jrue, is the Bipre. 


I go—soon will it rise o'er my ashes, 
Thy requiem, solemn and shrili— 
|Can I go without heaving a sigh 
|For thee, my constant companion, 
|In my sleep, my dreams, and my musings ! 
Can I go without heaving a sigh 
|| For the Home that hath cradled and blest, 
| Where lisped I first sweet names and tender, 
| And learned to say ‘ Father in heaven ?’ 
I can—faith’s eye is beginning to brighten, 
It pierceth the blae vault of the sky, 
And the land of reality vieweth, 
And my spirit she panteth to waft 
To its plains of immortal splendor. 


Farewell! thy harp hath been to me sweet, 
| But an angel’s will be to me sweeter— 
Farewell! I long for eternity’s light, 


And the rest of its undying years. H. E. A. 





THE APPROACH OF SUMMER. 


‘* Behold the fig tree and all the trees; when they 
now shoot forth ye see and know of your own selves 


that summer is mgh at hand.” 


The bloom and beauty of the spring 
Lie on the flowers and tender grass 
And budding boughs around us fling 
Their breathing perfume as we pass 
And soft the golden sunlight sleeps 
Upon the hills at day’s decline, 
And the new-budded fir-tree weeps 
Its first rich drops on summer's shrine. 


Within the fresh and quiet woods 
The flowers are springing, one by on 
Or turn beside the mountain floods 
Their vel@et petals to the sun 
And where of many an odorous leat 
Is woven their enchanted home, 
The birds in song seek sweet reliet 
For joy that spring again is come 





} 
} 
} 


And kindlier yet the sunset glow 
Lingers around the cottage door, 
And silver voices sweetly flow 
On the soft evening breeze once more 
And, meltingly, the soothing luty 
Pours forth its vesper strain of love, 
The gleaming earth below is mute, 
The solemn sky is bright above. 


Behold the fig tree as it spreads 
Above the traveler's sultry way, 
And all its grateful shadow sheds 
To cool the burning winds of day 
Green leaves are clustering on the boughs, 
The odorous buds in beauty start, 
And every twig and leaflet glows 
With radiance of spring a part. 


We know that summer cometh on, 

When these bright scenes around us gleam— 
Flowers, and birds of sweetest tone, 

And sunshine on the hill and stream— 
Cool whispers in the forest glade— 

And flash of leaves along the plains= 
The glow upon the mountain laid— 

The freshness of the transient rains. 


Oh, when those wilder signs which Thou 
Shalt, at thy second coming, bear, 
Shall image heaven's darkened brow, 
And shine, oh Lord! in terror there— 
When hearts that never quailed before, 
And cheeks that earth could never pale 
Shall with strong fear be sicklied o'er, 
And with unwonted weakness fail 


When clouds on clouds, in gorgeous piles, 
Shall bear thee through the rending sky 
Oh, may our eyes discern the smiles 
Thou shed’st on those who to thee fly! 
Though sun and moon and stars wax dim 
And ocean roll his waves of wrath, 
Christian ! cast all thy trust on him, 
The light and beacon of thy path. 


Heaven and earth may pass away 
The sun from his bright course may fa! 
The moon drop from her silver way, 
And the bright stars be rayless all— 
The eternal hills, the ancient sea, 
May perish at the death of Time, 
But thou, oh faithful soul! shalt be 
Sustained by faith and strength sublime 


Lift up your heads, ye fainting ones! 
For your redemption draweth nigh, 
Mid crumbling worlds and darkling suns 

The Savior's words are written high— 
‘* | will not leave thee nor forsake, 

The faithful soul that trusts in me 
Beside my Father's throne, shall tak« 

His seat of bright security.’ 


Lord! help us as we darkly stray 
In this our thorny wilderness, 
Be faith and love our only stay 
As onward to our home we press 
That eo, when time with us is o'er, 
We all around thy throne may meet 
To sing thy praises evermore, 
And worship at thy glorious feet. W 
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